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Welcome To Hell 


Chapter | - The game's afoot 


"This is YOUR damned fault," Dave hissed and threw back his wet red hair. "| shouldn't have believed you, | 
fucking should have known. Why did | accept this evil invitation of yours to enter your fucking bus! You have 
done this on purpose. It's always the same with you, and you've done this on purpose because you wanna kill 
us all .. | better should knock you out cold now until it's too late, and ..." 


"Don't be more stupid as usual, fucker," James yelled at him. His nerves were on edge because of Dave's 
ongoing verbal attacks and insults. His long blond hair was wet, too. "YOU wanna knock ME out cold? Ridiculous! 
You must be mad .. Oh, sorry, | have to correct myself .. You ARE mad ... You ALWAYS have been mad 
because your brain cells have quit their job a long time ago, and there hasn't been any sufficient replacement. 


Too much of booze and drugs, | suppose. You're such an idiot!" 


"As if you won't be an expert in drinking like a fish yourself, asshole," Dave immediately shot back. His face 
was red in anger now, and as he stumbled he nearly dropped the hard-case with his favorite guitar inside 
what he carried with by right hand. "Your liver already must be a worldwide-known crisis area, and | guess 
that the WHO will send a rescue team pretty soon to get out the last few working liver cells as fast as 
possible." 


James snorted with rage. He had gone red in the face, too, and ruffled wet strands of his hair stuck to it and 
got in his eyes. 


"Asshole! You are just trash, nothing else," he furiously hissed while staring daggers at the redhead. 
"Fucking stupid faggot,” Dave yelled back at the other guitarist. "Everybody knows that you are a fuck .." 


The next moment he slipped and fell down at the muddy ground, face first and with his mouth still open, 
dropping his guitar case with his precious guitar. 


James nearly laughed off his ass as he saw this, while Dave furiously tried to spit out the mud inside his 


mouth and to curse at the same time. 


The very next second James slipped and got a mouthful of mud, too, as he flatly fell down on his belly. He had 
cried out as he fell, but now he just gave some muffled sounds as he struggled to get up. The amorphous 
muddy masses in his mouth tasted like the remnants of a pretty rotten zombie. 


In the meantime Dave had managed to get up on his knees and hands but fell down again as he tried to get a 


hold on his guitar case. The mud gave an awtul slurping sound. 


Without a word Megadeth’ bassist David bent down and grabbed the collar of Dave's shirt, dragging him up on 
the feet. He had walked behind Dave, repeatedly shaking his head because of Dave's and James’ unnecessary 
fight. 


Dave now went on to spit out the stinking mud and to call James names. Mud was all over his face, his long 


red hair and his already wet clothes. 


Heavy rain still poured down without a pause and had soaked all of them by now, and the lightning flashes of a 
dangerous and hellish thunderstorm approached the guys much too fast. There was a sulphurous smell in the 


air. 


In the interim Jason had helped James to get up without saying a word. James was covered by mud now, too, 
but didn't stop cursing. Of course he didn't thank Jason for his support, and Jason didn't ask for getting 
thanked. 


‘Guys, you better stop injuring each other. This isn't very productive," Kirk now remarked in a barbed tone. 


"You better have a look at your feet if you don't wanna ruin all of your clothes." 


Kirk also carried his newest - and self-designed - ESP Ltd. guitar with him, but the guitar safely rested inside 
a waterproof gig bag on Kirk's back. He neatly sat his feet down on a small stripe of wet but clean grass 
beside the muddy path they all had to walk along. His long and curly dark hair was all wet as well, but it wasn't 
as ruffled as James’ and Dave's hair. To the contrary, Kirk's hair looked pretty good. 


"Shut up, fucker!" Dave yelled at Metallica's lead guitarist now. "You're a fucking faggot, too!" 


Kirk just shrugged and went on to look down on his feet because he didn't want to slip, too. 


Lars held their only flashlight in his right hand and walked ahead of the other musicians. He angrily muttered 
under his breath but didn't turn around. He had to concentrate himself on lightening up their way because it 
was pitch-dark whenever no lightning flashes hit the ground. 


The flashlight in Lars‘ hand just gave a very weak beam of light and Lars was in fear that it would break down 
all of a sudden before the guys had reached their destination 


Metallica's night liner had broken down in the middle of nowhere on a completely flooded street, and every 
attempt to get started the engine once again had failed. The bus driver, who was a good looking and tall guy 
with violet eyes, had told the musicians that it would be very risky to stay inside the bus because the night 


liner could get swept away without control by the powerfully pouring rain 


He told them that there would be a nice hotel pretty nearby, and he advised the guys to get to it as fast as 
possible. In the interim he would try to get some help at the gas station they had passed by two or three 


miles ago. 


None of the guys had noticed a gas station for the last thirty or forty miles but they didn't want to argue. 
There had been just two shabby looking flashlights in the bus, and the bus driver handed one of them over at 
Lars while he kept the other one. 


The thunderstorm got worse every minute now, and the six musicians hurried up to reach their destination. 


None of them was interested in yelling or arguing any longer. 
A lightning flash hit the ground nearby them and split an old oak. Kirk panicked and gave a shrill sound. 


"Oh my god," James groaned. He struggled against the evil mud on the pathway because he didn't want to fall 


down once more. "We'll die. We all fucking will die." 
At the very same moment Lars gave a hoarse cry. 


"No, we fucking won't die! | can see the lights of the hotel." 


Chapter 2- The castle in the middle of nowhere 
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Chapter 2 - The castle in the middle of nowhere 


Welcome to hell 

Yeah, welcome to hell 

Oh, don't be so shy 

You will love your new home 
But, sorry, there is no sky 


But you'll never be alone 


Welcome to hell 
You took the right way 
Welcome to hell 


And we want you to stay 


Welcome to hell 

Yeah, welcome to hell 

Ignore the loud yells 

They cry because they fail 

You have to stay, that's the deal 


‘Cause you gave your bloody seal 


Welcome to hell 
You took the right way 
Welcome to hell 


And we want you to stay 


The guys finally reached the hotel - a large building what looked like an old Scottish castle. There were lots of 
oriels and turrets. The double portal was from dark wood with artistic carvings and a large knocker from 
slightly rusty iron. A staircase with a flight of weathered stony steps led up to the portal. Lots of windows 


were illuminated. 


A large parking lot from gravel was beside the hotel. There were several Mercedes- and Rolls Royce- 


limousines, two red Ferraris, and several Bentleys and Porsches. James’ eyes got wide as he saw the cars. 
"Unbelievable," he murmured. 

The six musicians didn't notice any other buildings nearby but didn't care about it because they just wanted to 
get inside the hotel before the hellish thunderstorm could have killed them. So they hurriedly climbed up the 
staircase because lots of lightning flashes still hit the ground all around them. 

Kirk immediately had gone into raptures as he had seen the hotel. 

"This is fantastic," he enthusiastically told his fellow musicians. "Like an old castle from somewhere in Great 
Britain or Ireland .. A rich guy - maybe a billionaire - must has bought it, got it into pieces and then got it 
rebuild on this place! This is absolutely fantastic. | love old castles. Just look at those absolutely beautiful 
oriels. They are stunning! .. Oh, and the carvings of the ancient portal, and all those wonderful windows, and ..” 
"It's fake," Dave threw in and snorted. "Nothing else." 

"Its NOT a fake," Kirk shot back in hurt tone. "It's real. And it's old, very old, and maybe there will be a ghost 
and several ghouls, too .. Or two ghosts. Yes, there will be TWO ghosts .. And MANY ghouls in addition. It's 
pretty normal that an old castle like this is haunted. It HAS to be haunted! And maybe their ghosts will rattle 
their chains all night long, or will blow icy air at the nape of your neck and down your back. Oh, I'm so excited 


~ tm S0 excited! Isn't it exciting?" 


"SHUT UP!" Dave barked at him because he couldn't stand Kirk's enthusiasm any longer. "Shut the fuck up! You 


are insufferable!" 


Kirk open-mouthed stared at Dave who was covered by mud from his feet up to his red-haired head. The look 
of Kirk's dark eyes was full of hatred. Then he abruptly shut his mouth but still stared daggers at Dave. 


In the meantime James had used the portal's knocker several times. 
Nothing happened. 
"Nobody at home, | suppose," he angrily said. "Why don't they open up the portal?" 


He spat out more of the awful mud in his mouth and tried out the rusty knocker again It made a lot of noise, 
and the echo was pretty loud, too. 


Again, nothing happened. 


"Why the fuck don't they open up? This is annoying," James impatiently hissed. He blew his nose onto the 
ground to get rid of the mud inside. 


"Maybe it's because the ghosts and the ghouls don't like us," Kirk immediately suggested. "Ghosts can be 
pretty choosy, and if they don't like Heavy Metal they never will let us in" 


"Nonsense," James gave back, grumpily eyeing Kirk. "Stop this kindergarten blabla! You are annoying, too, 
fucker!" 


Kirk looked very hurt now, and his dark eyes got filled with tears. But he didn't say another word. 


"Let ME try it," Lars now said, pushing James aside. "If this castle is from Europe it probably doesn't react to 


an American 

James groaned and rolled his eyes. He looked as if he urgently wanted to beat up Lars ... And Kirk in addition. 
Lars lifted the large knocker then let it drop against the dark, carved wood of the portal. 

Nothing happened. 

Lars narrowed his eyes and tried once more. Again, nothing happened. 

"Fuck," he indignantly said. "Maybe Kirk is right” 


"You both are as stupid as jellyfishes," Dave barked at Lars and Kirk in very aggressive tone. "Your fucking 
ghosts and ghouls don't exit." 


His face still was red. And muddy. 


Kirk stepped back a little, bumping into Jason who stood behind him. In the meantime David had gripped the 
large irony handle of the portal without a word. 


The portal soundlessly swung open 


"Get in, gentlemen," David said and smiled. 


The entrance hall of the hotel was huge, and Kirk's eyes got wide as he looked around. He was stunned. 


"Woah! WOAH! Isn't that fantastic?" he cried out. "It IS an old castle! Just look at those suits of armour over 


there! And all the mediaeval sculptures and paintings .. And look at .." 


He abruptly stopped and stared open-mouthed and bug-eyed at a very large object in the middle of the 


entrance hall. 


Lars wasn't interested in Kirk's excitement. He impatiently shoved him and David aside and entered the hall to 


get to the reception desk. Dave and James followed suit, looking like living sculptures from mud. 


Kirk, David and Jason didn't follow the alpha males from Megadeth and Metallica who now had entered the 
reception area. They all stared at the "thing" in the middle of the huge hall. 


It was a gigantic green glazed water basin, and inside the basin stood a sculpture from glazed pottery, as it 
looked like. A bunch of over-dimensioned green flower stems winded around themselves and there were lots of 
leaves in green and rose red coloured blossoms all along them. The whole sculpture must have been 42 or 43 
feet tall and reached the ceiling of the huge entrance hall. In fact the whole thing seemed to penetrate the 
ceiling. 

Glittering water streamed down, hitting leaf after leaf and blossom after blossom until it had reached the 
basin and splashed into the water there. The sound of the splashing and glittering water was very soothing and 
hypnotizing. And it looked nice. 

"Now, THAT'S an indoor well," Jason said in low tone and slowly stroked back his long wet hair. 

He was as stunned as Kirk. 

"Unbelievable," Kirk breathed. His eyes now nearly popped out of his head. "I can't .. | nearly can't believe it.. | 


never have seen it in reality, | always just heard the stories, and I've seen just some pretty rare and old 


illustrations .. Oh, my god! This can't be true! It's ... it is impossible! | really can't believe it .. | .. | never would 
have thought that | would see it in reality.. And it's so huge .. And absolutely beautiful. Beautifull .. MY GOD! 
I'm SO excited" 

He shook his head in disbelief. He looked like fainting every moment. 

"No, this can't be true," he then whispered. 

David and Jason got alarmed because of Kirk's reaction 

"What is this?" Jason finally asked, getting nervous more and more. 


David also stroked back his long and wet hair. He looked from Kirk to Jason and vice versa, completely baffled. 


Kirk still stared at the "indoor well" with his dark eyes wide and without answering. 


"Kirk, what is it? You have to tell us," Jason urgently asked. 
He looked very alarmed now. David got nervous, too. 


"IFs .. its the sacred relic of a goddess .. Of a very, very old goddess .. A goddess from India," Kirk whispered. 
"The knowledge about her existence got lost during the centuries, so very few people know about her .. And | 


never would have thought that the cult of the goddess Kaa'li still exists." 


Chapter 3 - The ancient goddess 
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Chapter 3 - The ancient goddess 


Jason and David stared at Kirk as if he would have been an ugly insect. 


vKali.. what?" Jason finally asked after he had looked at David and then back at Kirk. "I've never heard from a 


goddess named Kali." 


"No, nol Its not ‘Kali," Kirk immediately answered and shook his head. "Let me spell the name ... It's K-A-A‘-L-| 


.. Kaaili. This is her name." 


"Okay, Kaa'li then," Jason said and shrugged. "I'm fine with that. But where does this Kaa'li come from, and 
what's her job as a goddess?" 


Kirk cleared his throat. He looked uncomfortable. 
"Revenge," he then said, avoiding Jason's look. 


"WHAT? Revenge? Excuse me?" David immediately asked. He had narrowed his eyes. "You mean revenge .. like in 


REVENGE?" 


"Yes .. Yes. She is a goddess of revenge, you know," Kirk quickly answered in a low tone. "This is a normal thing 
~ There are lots of demons and gods or goddesses whose business is to take revenge if some worshippers of 


their cults ask them to do so.” 


Again, he glanced at the "indoor well" in the middle of the hotel. He clearly was fascinated by the sight, and the 


constant splashing-down of the glittering water seemed to hypnotize him. 


‘Its said that people first have to make a sacrifice and then can ask the goddess for her help by taking 
revenge on another guy - or another clan ... It is usual and totally normal that Kaa'li's worshippers have to 
make sacrifices if they ask the goddess for a favour. It's totally normal ... Well, and Kaa'li is a very, very, very 
old goddess from India ... or from Persia, l'm not sure about this. Anyway, you have to make a sacrifice if you 


want Kaalli's help." 


"A sacrifice?" David asked, frowning. "What kind of sacrifice?" 
Again, Kirk nervously cleared his throat and looked around to make sure that no one could overhear them. 
"Yes," he whispered. "It is rumoured that the goddess mostly wants to get a newborn as a sacrifice ..." 


"WHAT?" Jason cried out. He quickly looked around, too, then lowered his tone. "Are you crazy? A newborn? 
This is weird! What the fuck does this Kaa'li bitch do with a newborn?" 


Kirk looked extremely uncomfortable now. "Well, she .. she eats them." 

"WHAT?" Jason again cried out, staring daggers at Kirk. 

"Don't worry," Kirk hastily and soothingly said and smiled. "She also eats adults .. | mean she also eats adults if 
no newborn is there to get sacrificed. She is in need of worshippers who execute her orders, so she needs 
some godly energy to make them happy and rich and to get them to obey her orders. So she has to eat. 
That's normal. It's a cult, you know. It's just a very, very old cult. And of course it's totally normal that a god 
or goddess ask her worshippers to do her some favors .. like killing people who needed to get killed in revenge 


because the had done wrong." 


Jason gave a groan and ran his fingers through his wet hair. David looked shocked, too. They both stared at 
Kirk. 


"OF course these are just rumours," Kirk quickly added. "I never saw her in action .. Or have heard about it 
And | don't know guys who have seen her or have asked her to help them .. And | never saw such a gigantic 
sculpture of her sacrifice well .. Its fascinating!" 

"You are sick," Jason stated. "Absolutely sick. Why do you know shit like this? 

Kirk cleared his throat and sniffed. He looked slightly embarrassed 

"Well, I'm interested in things like goddesses, ghosts, ghouls, demons, and so on | read a lot about it" 

"You ARE sick!" 

"Im NOT sick" Kirk looked very hurt now. "Im just interested. What's wrong with being interested?" 

Jason shook his head in disbelief and exchanged a look with David who was stunned, too. 


"Of course there's nothing wrong in being interested in a subject,” he then said. "But why in ancient goddesses?" 


"Why not?" Kirk shot back. "Everybody needs a hobby" 


Jason just groaned and covered his eyes by his hands. 
David didn't know what to say, too. 


"A hobby!" Jason then esperately murmured, still his face in his hands. "It should be just a hobby! How nice.” 


In the meantime Lars had reached the reception desk without having looked at the sacrifice well of the 
goddess. He wasn't interested in old gods and goddesses. 


He had ordered James and Dave to stay back because they were covered by slowly drying mud and looked 
awful. Lars didn't want to get rejected just because of them. 


But of course the guys in the hotel must have noticed the heavy thunderstorm outside. 


Out of the corners of his eyes James noticed some brief movement, as if several leaves of the gigantic 


sculpture in the middle of the castle's entrance hall would change their position. 


He quickly turned his head to stare at it. But there wasn't any movement. It still seemed to be just a 
sculpture. James shook his head and decided to not think about it. He didn't want to make a fool out of himself. 


Behind the reception desk was a good looking young man with violet eyes. After he briefly had looked James 


and Dave up and down, he turned to Lars and smiled. 
His violet eyes glittered in the golden light of a large chandelier above the reception desk 


"Good evening, sir," he said, smiling pleasantly at Lars. "How can | help you?" 


Chapter 4 - Kitty 
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Chapter 4 - Kitty 


While Lars stood at the reception desk to book some rooms for the stranded musicians of Metallica and 
Megadeth, Kirk, Jason and David approached the impressing gigantic sculpture in the middle of the castle 


hotel's entrance hall. 


"Woah, this is GREAT! This is absolutely GREAT!" Kirk called out in excitement and tried to get it how tall the 
impressive sculpture was by laying back his head to the nape of his neck, staring at the also impressive ceiling 


of the hotel what looked like an old Scottish or British castle. 


The sacrifice well really was monstrous with those over-dimensioned twisted green flower stems and those 
bright rose red blossoms all over it. 


As they approached the awesome sacrifice well Jason briefly perceived a slight movement of several leaves 
and blossoms out of the corners of his eyes. But as he directly looked at the sculpture there wasn't any 


movement. The thing looked like an over-dimensioned glazed pottery sculpture and nothing else. 


Jason shook his head and thought that something must have gone wrong with his contact lenses. Maybe the 
heavy thunderstorm had damaged them. He better should have got them out and use his glasses instead of 
the lenses. 


Outside the thunderstorm still was going on but inside the castle hotel's hall the sound of the thunders was 
very much damped down. 


Guests of the hotel crossed the entrance hall to walk to the restaurant beside the hall, and others entered 
some of the many elevators on the right side of the hall. Some people sat in the usual black leather seats of a 
hotel's lobby between the entrance portal and the elevators, having a drink or just talking to each other. None 
of them looked alarmed. 


Everything looked pretty normal, and nobody seemed to be astonished by the sudden appearance of six soaked 
and muddy musicians. 


| can't believe this," Kirk now cried out, still staring up to the hotel's ceiling what was far above them. "Those 
twisted stems really seem to penetrate the ceiling, and the water comes down from above. This is 


FASCINATING! Absolutely fascinating!” 
Jason and David looked up, too. 


Kirk was right. The well's fountain seemed to come down from another hall ABOVE the entrance hall, as it 
looked like. The softly splashing down water sparkled like diamonds in the sunlight. It was hypnotizing. 


"This is FASCINATING! | totally can't believe it," Kirk repeated. His dark eyes were wide. "I don't see any seams 
or edges all over this sculpture! But they can't have done it in one pottery piece. That's impossible. | 
ABSOLUTELY can't believe it! | never have seen anything like this. It's great. Absolutely great! Anyway, they 


can't have done this sculpture in one piece because there's no way to do so .. It must be piecework, but | don't 


see .. 


"We got that, Kirk, thank you," David quickly threw in to stop Kirk's enthusiastic tirade. "It's really impressive ... 


and nice." 
He stared at the glittering water and his look slightly got dreamy. 


"It really looks nice." 


'| need six rooms," Lars had told the good looking dark-haired guy with the violet eyes behind the reception 
desk. "Our bus broke down because of this awful thunderstorm, and the street has got all flooded .. And the 
bus driver gave us the advice to get to this hotel while he would try to get back to the gas station he had 


seen to get some help." 


"| see, sir," the receptionist politely said and smiledat Lars. "We absolutely are at your service, sir .. May | see 
a credit card first?" 


"OF course" Lars casually whipped out a black credit card 

The receptionist took it and looked at the name on it. 

"Thank you very much, Mr ... ah, Mr. Ulrich 

The receptionist handed Lars’ credit card over to a pretty young female receptionist with bright violet eyes, 


and who had joined her colleague now. She had tied up her shimmering dark hair in a knot in the nape of her 


neck. Now she took the credit card and went to another room behind the reception area. 


She came back very fast and discreetly nodded at her colleague then handed back the black credit card to 


Lars. 


"Thank you very much, sir," she kindly said. "My colleague will have a look at our booking lists .. This 
thunderstorm really is awful. We didn't have such a heavy thunderstorm since years." 


She looked over at James and Dave. Both men's long hair was dirty because of the still stinking and slowly 
drying mud. And both men looked really pissed because of that. But fortunately they didn't say a word or had 


the balls to swear. 


While her colleague studied the booking lists the female receptionist looked at Lars' also long and wet hair and 


his green eyes without moving a muscle in her face. Her violet eyes were as beautiful as Lars’ green eyes. 


"We're rock stars, y'know," he arrogantly told her. "I'm the drummer of METALLICA, and the good looking blond 
guy over there is our singer and rhythm guitarist James Hetfield .. The red haired and pretty muddy guy is 
Dave Mustaine, singer and rhythm guitarist of MEGADETH ... Heavy Metal, you know?" 


‘Oh, yes, sir! Of course | do know your bands," the young woman quickly gave back, still smiling nicely at Lars. 
"| just didn't recognize you at first sight because the thunderstorm must have given you a very hard time 


until you luckily have reached our hotel .." 


"You can bet," Lars answered. "We nearly drowned, and Mr. Hetfield and Mr. Mustaine slipped and fell down to 
the muddy ground." 


The young woman still smiled, and her colleague now lifted his head. 


‘Im sorry, sir, but | don't have six single rooms .. There are just two suites available. Every suite has two 
bedrooms with two single kingsize beds, two bathrooms and the living room. If you .." 


"Great. We take both suites," Lars immediately threw in while slipping his black credit card back inside one 
backside pocket of his wet jeans. "And we want to order some food by the room service .. And champagne, of 


course.” 


In the meantime Kirk, Jason and David had reached the large and green colored bowl of the "inside door" 
sacrifice well. The water inside the bowl also sparkled like green diamonds in the brightest sunlight. There were 
small ripples what lapped against the bowls wall. 


"That's really nice," David meant with a pleased smile. "What an impressive thing.’ 


Kirk touched the rim of the wells bowl but immediately tore back his hand. 

"Ouch! This is HOT! 

Jason held out his hands to the greenish bowl of water. 

"But it doesn't radiate any heat," he said, frowning, “That's .. weird!" 

The next moment they heard a tiny squeak, then another one. They looked around and, all of a sudden, they 
saw a little white kitten inside the rippled water of the sacrifice well's bowl. It struggled hard to stay at the 


surface of the water, giving desperate tiny squeaks. 


"OH MY GOD! There's a kitty!" Kirk cried out and quickly bent over the bowl's rim, hot or not, to get out the 


small kitten 

Jason held him so Kirk couldn't fell inside the bowl, too. Kirk got a little paw and then dragged the poor kitten 
out of the water, quickly cuddling it against his cheek. The kitten's long white fur was all wet and water dripped 
down at the floor. 

"Oooh, poor kitty, poor, poor kitty!" Kirk whispered and stroked the kitten It still gave tiny desperate 
whimpering sounds. "What has happened to you? You must have fallen inside this awful water and couldn't get 
out without help, right?" 

He still held the kitten to his cheek, soothingly stroking it. His dark eyes were filled with tears. 

"Quick, Kirk! Hide it!" Jason all of a sudden hissed at him. 

"Wha ... what?" 

"Hide the kitten!" 


Without a word and open-mouthed Kirk stared at the thing on what Jason's forefinger pointed at. 


It was a part of another kitten's tail at the ground of the water's bowl, and blood slowly seeped from it into 


the water. 


Chapter 5 - Kirk got shocked 
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Chapter 5 - Kirk got shocked 


Kirk looked at Jason in shock with his eyes wide but then he quickly hid the soaked white kitten under his also 
wet black Metallica-shirt. 


The poor thing still gave some more weak squeaks but then quickly calmed down because Kirk held it with his 


slightly trembling left hand, softly stroking the kitten-bulge under his shirt with his other hand. 

He felt sick as he stared at the bloody tail inside the huge bowl of water of Kaalli's sacrifice well 

Jason now casually and slowly walked around the large bowl, making it look like interest and admiration for the 
awesome sculpture of the ancient goddess Kaa'li with the over-dimensioned and twisted flower stems and the 
nice huge red rose blossoms. But in truth he discreetly searched for the rest of a poor tail-less kitten inside 
the water. 


But he found none. 


All of a sudden he felt an intensive nausea and the rate of his heartbeat increased. He had to swallow hard 


several times. 

In the meantime David shielded Kirk against the looks of the reception personal of the hotel and the other 
guests in the hotel's lobby by standing behind Kirk, casually opening the gig bag on Kirk's back to have a look at 
the guitar inside. 


Jason quickly joined him, touched the neck of the expensive guitar with Kirk's weird design on the body then 
nodded at David. 


"The guitar looks good," he loudly said. "No damage by this awful thunderstorm as far as | can see." 
He and David had brought small carryalls with some dry clothes and toiletry bags with them. No basses. 


Still busy with controlling Kirk's guitar he whispered at Kirk: “There's no other kitten inside the bowl." 


"But it has tol" Kirk desperately whispered back "There's .. there's the kitty's ... the kitty's tail .. And it's 
bloody .. The kitty HAS to be inside the water, and it's injured. We have to find it!" 


His eyes had got filled by tears once more and he had to swallow hard, too. 
Jason zipped close the gig bag on Kirk's back. 

"Kirk, there is no other kitten l'm absolutely sure about this." 

"Oh my god,” Kirk whimpered. "OH MY GOD!" 


He felt the light movements of the rescued white kitten under his shirt and fingers. His wet but warm skin 
seemed to soothe down the poor thing. 


"Maybe this fucking bitch Kaa'li has eaten it," Jason grimly suggested. 


"But .. but this can't be true," Kirk whispered, swallowing his tears. "This is just a sculpture. It's just a 
sculpture of the goddess’ sacrifice well." Its not REAL" 


"Yep. It's just a harmless sculpture with a pretty hot bowl what doesn't radiate any heat and doesn't warm up 
the water inside it," Jason gave back, again in a very grim tone. He had exchanged a look with David who 


seemed as shocked as Jason. "How funny! You better go on to hide the kitten" 


"I will,” Kirk quietly sobbed, stroking the kitty-bulge under his shirt. 


In the interim Lars had got the keys to the both suites he had booked. The keys were ‘old style’ and really 


looked like an ancient castle's keys. Lars had got two keys for every suite. 


The suites were located on the fourth floor, and Lars turned around to walk over to the elevators, waving at 
the mud covered guitarists to follow him. He also shooed David, Kirk and Jason to the elevators as he passed 


them by. 


Still he didn't look at the impressive sacrifice well of the goddess because he wasn't interested in it. He just 
wanted a nice shower and something good to eat and drink He already had ordered four bottles of champagne 


for "his" suite. 


One of the ten or eleven elevators was ready to enter. It got a little crowded as the six musicians had entered 
it. Lars pushed the button for the fourth floor and briefly stared inside the mirrors at the sides of the 


elevator, turning his head around in the process. His elbow rudely bumped into James’ belly, and James gave a 


disgusted grunt and tried to push Lars aside, of course without luck because the elevator was crowded by the 
guys. Lars preferred to ignore James’ pushes. 


"We really can be glad that they had two free suites," he arrogantly mentioned. "They asked for one thousand 
and eight hundred bucks per night and suite. This isn't too expensive, I'd say. Of course Dave and Junior have 
to pay up for the second suite themselves." 


Dave just gave a low hiss and stared at Lars in hatred. But he kept shut his mouth. Lars ignored him, too. 


But then he noticed Kirk's tears and finally the hidden kitten under Kirk's shirt. Of course he didn't know what 
Kirk was hiding, he just saw the bulge. 


"What the fuck is THIS?" he loudly asked "And why the fuck are you crying like a baby?" 


"Nothing serious," Jason quickly answered. "Kirk has hurt himself as he had fallen down to the ground because 


of all the mud .. Maybe a broken rib or two. Well, and he had .. he had cried because of the pain" 
"But its much better now," David hastily added. "He just needs some rest .. We all need some rest” 


"That's fucking right," James now threw in. He still looked very pissed. "But first | want a shower .. A fucking 


long shower. And some champagne." 


Chapter 6 - Dave and Lars arguing hard 
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Chapter 6 - Dave and Lars arguing hard 


„Aaah ... Here it is! Here's MY suite!" Lars called out as the six stranded musicians from Metallica and 
Megadeth walked along one of the halls of the fourth floor of the hotel what looked like a castle. "I KNEW that 
my suite would be the first in row the very first moment | sat a foot on this floor .. There over must be 


the other suite, Dave's and Junior's suite, or whatever hole in the wall it is.” 


He wildly waved at the others, hopping up and down like a hyperactive puppy, giving his best bright Lars-smile. 


It was unbearable. 


"HIS suite my ass," David murmured to himself as he left the elevator. "The fucker doesn't suffer from a 


minority complex, | suppose.” 
Jason had heard him. 


"He NEVER suffered from ANY kind of ANY minority complex," he whispered at David. "The guy is an over- 


dimensioned ego on two legs. It's awful." 


"I feel for you," David whispered back at Jason. As they had reached Lars’ position he loudly but casually told 
Lars: "My name is DAVID, not Junior. Maybe you might grace me with the kindness to keep this in mind." 


Lars stared at David with his green eyes wide in bafflement, as if David would have morphed into an ugly snail 
or a six-horned slime demon all of a sudden. Then he quickly turned his head to stare at Dave who looked 


pretty grumpy while he tried to scratch off the mud in his face. 


"Do you allow Junior to talk to you like THIS?" he hysterically asked, sounding very outraged. "I NEVER would 


allow such a useless fucker like this bassist of yours to even .." 


"He talked to YOU, not to ME, asshole!” Dave barked at Lars. "You must be deaf. So it's no wonder that you 
can't play your fucking drums .. You never learned how to count up to four, as we all do know, and in addition 


you're deaf." 


Lars' face got red in anger. He looked as if he would explode like dynamite every moment now. 


"This is impertinent!" he hissed at Dave, staring daggers at him. "You always have been such an impertinent 
asshole. AL-WAYS! | really don't know why | ever could have allowed you to play the lead guitar in Metallica for 


some months ..." 


"Some MONTHS?" Dave immediately yelled at the Dane. "Did you say some fucking MONTHS, fucker? | fucking 
played lead in Metallica for year. For YEARS! Don't you remember? It slipped your mind, right? | knew it. You 
ain't just deaf like some prehistoric amphibian .. You also are as thick as a board as an imbecile Danish gnome 
out of some rotten Danish gnome forest somewhere in Europe, and who never has got it - or something in 
general - because of his stupidity how to speak English without blaming himself by of his Danish gnome 


accent." 


"This is fucking UNBELIEVABLE! UN-BE-LIE-VA-BLE! And impertinent .. IM-PER-TI-NENT ... It's fucking 
unbelievably impertinent!" Lars yelled back at Dave. His green eyes nearly popped out of his head. "How dare 
youl | had to pay up for your always drunken and lazy ass years for years .." 


He had balled his fists and was on his tiptoes now, ready to jump Dave and to bite off the red-haired 
guitarists head. 


"You had to pay up for me? YOU for ME? This is ridiculous! Absolutely ridiculous .. And you fucking know that, 


asshole!" Dave furiously snarled at Lars. 


"YOU are the asshole, ASSHOLE!" Lars scolded, pointing at Dave. "You ALWAYS have been just an asshole. You're 


a nothing-for-good, you always have been, and nothing else. You are as stupid and lazy as .." 


The very next moment Dave's fist connected hard with Lars' left shoulder without warning, and Lars stumbled 
back and nearly fell down, but he finally kept his balance and then he immediately started to screech like a 
fury in pain and hot anger and to hop up and down, right in front of Dave's face. 


As he saw this Dave nearly got mad and tried to hit Lars once more but the Dane now quickly hopped out of 
the way - exactly like the Danish forest gnome Dave had accused him to be. 


"Hah! HAH! You're too slow to even touch me, you drunken asshole!" he bickered to provoke Dave. "As usual, I'm 


fucking sorry to fucking have to say .. As AB-SO-LU-TE-LY usual! HAH! Fucking usual!" 


He tried hard to kick at Dave without much effect because Dave still was fast enough to get out of the way 


in time, drunk or not. 


Before anything worse could have happened or the situation got escalated even more James quickly got Lars 
by the nape of his neck with his right hand, and he shook the drummer hard enough to make him cry out in 
shock and angst. His teeth shattered. 


"Stop this shit! Immediately! And gimme that key, fucker!" James ripped one of the both keys to the suite out 
of Lars’ fist. "| fucking want a shower, and | fucking need a drink. NOW!" 


"And poor kitty doesn't like all this aggression all around, and it's hungry and thirsty, and it's tired" Kirk now 


threw in, sounding desperate, still stroking the small and wet kitten under his shirt. "Please, let's go in! Please!" 


Chapter 1 - The goddess’ Kaa'l's nasty habits 
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Chapter 1- The goddess’ Kaalli's nasty habits 


„Kitty .. WHO?" James immediately asked as the door to the suite had closed behind him, Jason, Kirk and Lars. 
He stared at poor Kirk "Would you please enlighten us who that ominous ‘Kitty’ is, fucker?" 


Kirk grabbed under his shirt and carefully got out the small white kitten. Its long fur still was soaked. Kirk held 
the kitten with both hands. It snuggled to his palms and gave a tiny squeak, closing his round blue eyes. 


"This is Kitty," Kirk said, briefly looking into James’ also blue eyes. "I rescued it from drowning in that awful 
bowl of water of the goddess’ Kaa'li's sacrifice well .. Oh, and Jason helped." 


James looked stunned, and Lars, too. They open-mouthed stared at the kitten 

"You RESCUED the thing?" James asked and shook his head in disbelief. "You idiot! Cats can swim." 

Tears filled Kirk's eyes. 

"No, it is too little to swim," he protested. "Look how wet and exhausted it is .. And it never could have climbed 
at the edge of that awful bowl ... Besides, the edge of the bowl is too hot for Kitty's sweet little paws. It would 
got burnt them." 

"WHAT? The water in the fucking bowl is HOT?" 

"No. The water has been cold," Kirk said and sniffed. "But the bowl itself has been hot 

James scratched his head. Wet strands of his long blond mane stuck to his face. Then he shook his head 

"You must be mad, you idiot! Its impossible. If the bowl itself is hot then it would heat up the water inside." 


"But the water is COLD!" Kirk insisted. 


‘Oh, come on! You're fantasizing. | guess you have done too much fucking joints." 


"Kirk is right," Jason now threw in "The water has been cold. As | held Kirk to help him to grab at the kitten's 
paw my right hand got into the water.. But the fucking edge of the bowl has been pretty hot." 


He lifted his black shirt with the Metallica logo on it. The right side of his belly showed a deep red stripe. 
| held Kirk around his waist and have bent over the edge of the bowl .. And | guess that Kirk's belly looked 
the same. He just didn't notice it because he immediately cared about the poor kitten and has hid it, and the 


kitten's fur is wet and cold and might has cooled down Kirk's burning wound." 


While Kirk still held the kitten Jason carefully pushed up Kirk shirt. There was a flaming red and swollen stripe 


around Kirk's waist. 

Now Kirk felt the intense pain of the burn wound, and tears ran down his cheeks because he started to cry. 
He had to sniff multiple times and tried to wipe off his nasal mucus with his right shoulder, but without much 
effect. He sobbed helplessly. 

James and Lars speechlessly and stunned stared at the flaming red burning wound on the front of Kirk's waist. 
They had lost their tongue. Lars just gave a hoarse croak and stroked back his long light brown and also still 


from the pouring rain wet hair 


|... | nearly didn't get Kitty's poor little paw ... | tried so hard ... | tried so HARD .. But as Jason held me around 
my waist | could grab this little, little left paw, and then | dragged poor, poor Kitty out of the water." 


Lars was the first who regained his tongue. 
"This sounds absolutely .. well, weird," he said. He looked confused. 


But then he reached out for the kitten with his left hand and carefully stroked it. It started to purr. All of a 


sudden Lars beautiful green eyes shone. 
‘Its a cute little thing .. Really cute," he admitted and smiled. "| mean, it's a nice kitten Is it a boy or a girl?" 
Kirk had stopped weeping. "I ... | don't know." 


James waved at Jason. "You're the expert, Newkid. So, would you please so nice to have an expert's look at the 


kitten's, uh ... genitals, and then tell us about it's gender." 
Jason blushed and felt hot anger building up inside his brain His heart rate got faster. 


He was born and raised at a farm, and James didn't miss an opportunity to tell everybody that ‘Newkia' just 


was a dumb farm-boy, preferably the press, to blame Jason. Not to mention that James always called him a 


fag in addition. 


Jason wanted to slap Metallica's singer and rhythm guitarist across his face. Hard! But there was no way to do 


so. James would have brought him down to the floor in no time to beat him up, plastered or not. 


So Jason swallowed down his pride. He took the kitten out of Kirk's hands and had a long look at the genitals of 
the poor thing, lifting the little white-furred tail. It didn't stop purring. 


"Well, it ain't easy to get the gender of such a little kitten," he answered after he had cleared his throat. "But 
I'd say that it is female, as it looks like." 


‘Ooooh, that is nice!" Kirk called out. "She will be a mommy cat when she is old enough." 
"If the fucking thing will survive," James snarled. "It looks pretty weak." 


"Kitty WILL survive," Kirk immediately said. He took back the kitten from Jason's hands and held it close to his 


chest. "I will care for her." 


"Oh, fucking come on! Metallica doesn't need a kitten," Lars now threw in. "Why don't you hand over the kitten 
to the hotel's personal?" 


Kirk started to sob again, holding Kitty even closer. 

"Because .. because Kitty will get eaten by the goddess Kaarli. | found her inside the bowl of the ancient 
goddess’ Kaa'li's large sacrifice well, and Jason and | noticed a bitten off and bloody tail of another kitten .. 
Without the rest of the kitten's body." 

"WHAT?" 


"It is as Kirk said," Jason answered. "The bloody and bitten off tail of the other kitten laid on the ground of the 


water bowl." 

"And the goddess Kaa'li uses to eat newborn .. Human or animal newborn ... But .. But she also eats adults if 
there isn't a newborn at hand. Her followers are totally hypnotized by her and use to support the goddess by 
sacrifices. They usually take or catch them. Then the goddess eats them alive." 

Everybody stared at Kirk in disbelief. 


"You must be mad," James finally said. 


"lm NOT mad," Kirk protested. "| do know a lot about ancient gods and goddesses, and l'm pretty sure about 
Kaali and her needs and habits .. By the way, she doesn't eat the guys whom she wants to get her followers. 


And you easily can identify her followers .. They all get violet eyes as Kaalli gains control of them.’ 
Lars gave a groan. 


"Shit!" he exclaimed. "Fucking shit!" 


